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„ I. 
n 
The Ramparts of a Spaniſh Town in New Mexico. 


Enter Leonora and Flora dreſſ as men in military: 
habits and cloaks; (Leonora, richly habited,. 
with an order) and an eſcort of ſoldiers. | 


FIL o R A. 
1 BESEECH your Excellency let us to | bed 


again—theſe abominable rounds !—Serjeant, you 
are diſmiſs d [Exit Eſcort. 
Leonora. Hark ye, Lieutenant, this unmilita- 
ry diſpoſition ſtands in the way of your prefer- 
ment: — the whole garriſon murmured when I 
made you my Aid de Camp. 43 25h, 
 Fhra. Vour Excellency thould really make 
ſome allowance for a certain delicacy of frame, 
and the habits of paſt life, and (looks around and 
half whiſpers) a ſex not abſolutely accuſtomed; 
to N | 
Leonora. Well fellow! and what am 17 
8 HE Flora. 


6 NEW SPAIN; or, 
- Flora. Fellow | Upon my life, Madam 


Sir, I mean— 
Leonora. Be more diſcreet for heaven's ſake 
how do I bear all this? FL 
Flora. Habit and inclination, Colonel ; wh 
I have heard the old Count, your father, ſay 
that, even in the nurſery, you beat your bro- 
ther at his own weapons; and I am ſure all 
Valentia talk'd of your horſemanſhip. Why, 
Madam, did not the ſlave Sadi, the treacherous 
confidant of the too credulous Don Garcia 

Leonora. Credulous indeed! his, credulity has 
prov'd fatal to us all! | 

Flora. Did not that villainous Moor, when 
he had ſeduced us on board the Barbary ze- 
becque, under pretence of conducting us to your 
lover, Don Garcias—did not he then confeſsto me 
that your fondneſs for the mafculine exerciſes. 
firſt ſuggeſted to him the idea of facilitating our 
eſcape by means of our preſent diſguiſes ? 

Leonora. Name the wretch no more. 

Flora. And, Madam, after we had been ſo 
luckily reſcued by the Spaniſh man of war, 
and when we were taken up, as ſhe was upon 
the point of foundering, by the veſſel which con- 
vey'd the Viceroy hither to New Mexico—did 
not your Ladyſhip's manly conduct, during a 
ſevere engagement, ſa far recommend you to 
his eſteem as to procure for you your preſent 

exalted poſt ? l 
Leonora. In which I have paſſed two whole 
ears without detection. 

Flora. True, Madam, and yet you had æ 
narrow eſcape, when the old Gevernor, in con- 
fequence of your favour with the Viceroy, was 
ſo anxicus that you ſhou'd marry his daughter, 


; Donna Julia. 
* Maes Leonara. 


E.—— .. K 


thou already ſwell with a hope ſo 


= 
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Leonora. Lo the event I am indebted for 


the ſweeteſt alleviation which a deſtiny like 
mine can know ; by making a confidant of Don- 


na julia I have effectually ſecur'd my ſecret, 
.and gain'd the moſt charming, the moſt faithful 
of friends—but—to the news you brought me 


this morning—is it certain? | 
Flora. Certain !—Sir, you are my command- 


ing officer, and Lieutenant-Governor of this 


place—yet give me leave to tell you, Sir, my 
Honour —— 
Leonora. Leave this folly and proceed. | 
Flora. When your Excellency ſent me lafſt 
night with orders to the officer on guard at the 
Weſtern Gate, I ſaw four perſons enter the 


F town. * 0 
Leenora. One of whom was—— 


Flora. Patience, Sir, — Conſider, tis a manly 
virtue. - | | 

Leonora. GO on 

Flora. One of whom was 

Leonora. Garcias? 

Flora. An Indian Chieſ—He was attended 
by two Spaniſh officers and a ſervant—one of 
thoſe officers' reſembled Don Garcias, but his 
man I will ſwear was his old ſervant Fabio, and 
my quondam lover. » 12 

Leonora. Ah Flora ! (/g 

Flora. Huſh ! huth | Good Celonel, who is 
indiſcreet now ? 

Leonora. Garcias here !—Ah "ay boſom, doſt 

ightly found- 
ed ? | : 

Flra. Somebody comes this way—whoever 
he is, he is an early walker—let us retire: your 
Honour knows there may be danger to the fort 


—— ä 
* 
* 


one of them. 
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Ihe ſhouꝰd prove a certàin ſtranger! (hey retire) 
r re 


Fabio. No bed to- night neither What 
with fighting, watching, priſons, and eſcapeg— 
I believe J ſhall never lie down n for 
the gentlemanly luxury of a feather bed to re- 
Poſe on the ſpoils of a few hundred geeſe, all 
contributing to my ſupport !—there is ſome ſtate 
in that, tis the way all great men reſt=—m— 
Flora (afide). How the puppy moraliſes— 
Priſons and eſcpaes though betray but a ſuſpiei- 
ous kind of knowledge; I ſhall make bold to queſ- 
tion this fellow. 
Fabio. Oh! for a bed of down (yawns)— 
down! down! derry down ! 


_ Fhra. I'wiſh your Excellency had not diſmiſſed 


the guard. 


Leonora. Surely the great Sebaſtian cannot 
fear Two of us to a man unarmed | 
Flora. Ambuſcades Sir that's my dread,, 


they make ſuch an ugly ſtory however, to my 
duty. (She draws near and ſteals round.) Stand 


you dog, you are my priſoner. 
(Fabio attempts to run off and is flopped by 
Leonora.) 21 
Leonora. Who are yòu fellow? and what do 
you on the ramparts ? | 
Fabio. I do nothing on the ramparts---as you 


ſee gentlemen. | | s 
Flora (afide). Your ſervant, Mr Fabio — 


I recollect this fellow now = did not you come in- 
to town laſt night with two officers, and an In- 


dian Chief? = 44.586 
Fabio. I did, Sir, to my misfortune. 8 
Flora. Leave prating fellow, Don Garcias is 


Fabio. 
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Fabio. Yes, Sir—I am his humble - his con- 
fidential-friend—and ſervant. 

Fhra. | I told your Excellency I was right 
we have the bird in the cage. 

Fabio. Oh! the devit! what have I ſaid? 

Leonora (with heſitation). Don Garcias? 

Fabio. Ye---es, Sir. 

Leonora (with increaſing heſitation). Of Va- 
tentia, perhaps? 

Fabio. Valentia ! Lord, — no, Sir—my .maſ- 
ter comes from—plague on it—'tis a place of 
two, two or three ſyllables—and begins with a 
vowel. 

Flora. Guadalaxara ? 

Fabio. The ſame, the ſame—plague on 
my ſtupid head.—Yes Don Garcias of Gua- 
dalaxara. | | 

Flora. A name of two or three ſyllables, and 
beginning with a vowel. | | 
Fabio. Whether two, three, or four ſyllables, 
I could not tell. But I was ſure it began with 
either a vowel or a conſonant. ob 

Flora. Y on were ?—Friend, if your maſter 
has as much wit as his man, he may be worth 
ſeeing—I wiſh your Excellency wou'd ſend for 
him I have a reaſon for it. 

Leonora. I wiſh to ſee Don Garcias—pr eſent 
the Lieutenant-Governor's reſpects, and tel] him 


fo. f 


Fabio. Ve- -es, my Lord, I ſhall ſignify 
your commands with the profoundeſt—— 

Flora, Ceaſe chattering, fellow, and deliver 
your meſſage. [Exit Fabio. 

Leonora. Now, Flora, what is your intelli- 
gence worth? Let me tell you—this folly does 
not meet with my warmeſt approbation. 


Flras 


" 


— 
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Fra. My life on it, Madam, I am right yet. 


I know thaschattering fellow as well as I know 
the cut of your Ladyſhip's ſmall cloaths—what 
tho* his whiſker is a little thicker—and his face a 
little browner, and his ſhoulder a little broader. 
Leonora. Do you mention all this to convince 
me that you know him ? l 
Flora. Then histongue—TI'd ſwear to his tongue 
4 —and yet if E did I ſhould ſwear to a falſe thing 
| , "for he has ſo lyed to men 
| ' Leonora, Follow him however, if his maſter 
HW ſhould prove the true Garcias he may attempt 
his eſcape. "4448 
| Flora. VI give the neceſſary orders at the 
gate, in the mean time, Madam, be comforted 
I'll fake my honour—as a ſoldier, I mean 
that my aſſertions are well founded. ma” 
' . -Leonora.” Heaven grant it may prove ſo— 
meet me at home ſoon as you have a; your 
orders. [ Exit Flora.] I willſeek my Julia of whoſe 
: ſoothing friendſhip I have at preſent ſo much 
need—Fate may perhaps relent and ſmile at 
length on that love which its malice hath tried in 
vain to ſubdue. | | | f 


So $ 8 M . 


With many a ſad intruſive doubt oppreſt, 
As the pale maiden eyes her plighted youth, 
Mile threatning abſence chills her glowing breaſt, 
Let pitying love inſpire this holy truth.- 


83 


Though trackleſs climes to part them interfere, 
Still heart to heart ſball beat, as fondly true 
As when bleſt baſoms, that ſole barrier | 
Which mutual preſſures labour to ſubdue. 
F Exit. 


2 


it. 


e e IN MEXICO. 11 


SCENE U. 
Enter Alkmonoak and Don Garcias. 


An. Thanks to the brightneſs of the morn- 

;. Ichave almoſt loſt the remembrance of my 

late danger—T hope we may now exchange con- 
atulations on our mutual ſafety. 

Garcias. That you are ſafe, thank Heaven! 
but for me! hear the ſad . of my: ſtory, 
and judge n 

The father of this once unſpotted br, 
this Leonora de Ceſpedes, favoured the preten- 
ſions of my wealthy rival, and ſhe conſented to 
elope with me. I ſent a Mooriſh ſlave who had 
gain'd my confidence to conduct her to the ſpot 
where I waited with a veſſel deſtined to conv 
us to Italy.—I waited in vain, the miſerable 
girl diſappear'd, nor was my flave heard of after- 
wards. 

Alkm. Ignoble girl. 

Garcia. Circumſtances eſtabliſhed the 
probability of her having elop'd with me 3” her 
family cited me to the provincial tribunal that L 
might produce her, and I was. compell'd to fly 
from Valentia, ** where I was in hourly danger 
of being apprehended as her murderer —Graci- 
ous Heavens, the murderer of the woman I ador- 
ed | The proceſs of their courts has purſued 
me even hither, and I am now on my road to an 
Engliſh colony—in which, torn as my mind is, 
I ſeek. at beſt but a comfortleſs aſylum. 

Alkm. From my ſoul J pity you. 

Garcigs. Good heavens! how did I ſurvive 
that fatal night, the ſolitary hours of which J 

counted 


* 
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counted on the ſandy beach.—“ I hailed the 
Mapping of the idle ſail, as a ſound 2 to 
love and liberty, how dreadfully was I-deceiv'd !” 


N . 
Now Cynthia rode in ſilver car, 
T he Heavens were clad in milder blue, 
Now ſilence watch'd the winking ſtar, 
With ſecrecy ta lovers true. 


T he ſlately bark at anchor ſeem'd to ſleep 
On the flow-ſwelling boſom of the deep. 


His treſſes flreaming to the breeze, 
Where hangs the ſea-boy ver the bow, 
Who loves 10 loll in liftleſs eaſe, 
And hear the wild wave talk below. 
Or ſtarts perchance to view the pendent ſail 
As, flapping loud, it chides th intruding gale. 


My fair one's faithful ſtep to hear, 
I panſe upon tie grey ſand's ſlope, 
Each tardy hour ſees icy fear, 
Invade the glow of ſick 'ning hope. 
Till the ſad dawn of unpropitious day 
-  Beholds the boſom's laſt fond doubt decay. 


Enter Dox Ju an. 


Juan. What Garcias! for ever in this me- 
lancholy ſtrain? My brave Chief, let me again 
congratulate you on your eſcape.—Little did I 
think, when your ſudden approach alarmed us in 
the wood, that I was about to fire-on the man who 
had once ſav'd my life ä | 
Am. No more of that the ſituation in 
which we met juſtified your apprehenſions, to 
ruſh on you ſo, was imprudent, * but I fled 


from horrors to which common danger appeared 


a trifle.” 
Gar ci aſs 


20 
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Garcias. Your eſcape ſeems miraculous. 

Alm. The ravage of fire, and the ſtupor 
of intoxication befriended me—the Indians who 
took me had been trafficking with ſome of your 
people for ſpirits, and I eaſily eſcaped from a 
guard overcome at once- with drunkenneſs and 
terror. 

Juan. What cou'd have mov'd your enemy 
Zempoalla, to ſuch acts of diabolical venge- 
ance ? | 

Atm. The fate of war gave him the 
right, and the jealouſy of a lover the will.— was 
taken by him on a hunting party.” I had for- 
merly taken from him a female of uncommon 
beauty whom I have long loſt ; and loſt I fear 
for ever. — Yet Iwill not complain Fate ſurely 
relented when he bade me crofs the path of my 
friend 

Juan. We were on our way hither from a 
neighbouring town. — Don Garcias propoſes to 
retire to an Engliſh ſettlement, and I have been 
induc'd to accompany him thus far.—— 

Garcias (ſmiling). By my love for the fair 
Julia, the Governor's daughter.—Have not 1 
concluded your ſpeech properly? | 

Juan. To be honeſt, you have Julia deign- 
ed to ſmile on my humble love but Don Lopez 
inſiſted on the excluſive privilege of a father, 
and formed for her a complete ſyſtem of happineſs 
to which fhe was the only perſon not admitted 
a party—his firſt ſtep was to ſend me on that 
expedition in which I became your priſoner. 
How nobly was I us'd ; how the hand of friend- 
ſhip was extended to me when I expected the 
graſp of torture. | 

Alm. No more.— Torture, tho? often the 
teſt of fortitude, is the offspring of inhuman fe- 

| B rocity 
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rocity. ! was long a captive among Europeans 
they taught me urbanity—but alas! their urbanity 
knew not integrity—'hey ſmiled on me while 
they robb*d my heart of its only treaſure—my 
4lov'd! my loſt Iſcagli. 
N. 

T have loft her; full weary is my heart, 
. Yet ſeeks inwain an object of repoſe, 

I have loſt her; the ſun which ſaw ns part 

Shall never ſee the period of my woes. 
Time ſtrives in vain to bid my ſorrows reſt. 
_m_ rh cheerleſs void within my breaſt. 


Juan. Hark! ſome perſon is coming this way 
—as we are neither of us very anxious to be 
ſeen we had better retire-—By the ſtatelineſs of 
the ſtep it ſhould be the Governor at leaſt. 


3 [ they retire. 
Enter FAB10. 


Fabio. Where the Devil is my wiſe maſter? 
——— Wandering ſomewhere, I ſuppoſe, mind- 
ing any thing but his own buſineſs. —But I have 
a bolus for him—diſcover'd! (makes figns of hang- 
ing) never born to die inhis bed |—ab filly, filly, 
— filly Don Garcias. mT 
 Garcias (bowing). At your ſervice, Sir: I am 
ſorry to have interrupted ſo pleaſant a contempla- 
tion. 
Fabio. I was indeed, Sir, lamenting thoſe 
infirmities which the greateſt minds labour un- 
der. Tr | 
Garcias. In ſo often bringing the greateſt 
bodies into jeopardy—as for inſtance raſcal ——— 
Juam. Reſpite the dog for a moment—there 
is ſomething ſerious in this did not you ſay 
that your maſter was.diſcover'd? | 


Fabio. 
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an 
danity Fabio. I was ſeeking my maſter, Sir, with a 
while W meſſage from the Licutenant-Governor, who de- 
—my ſires to ſee him. . 
Garcias. You have betray'd me, ſirrah! 
Fabio. Lord, Sir, you wou'd have betray'd 
yourſelf if you had been attacked by two ruffians 
as I was, deviliſh ſtout black wacking fellows 
with whiſkers! Lord a mercy they had terrible 
killing looks. 
Garcias.. Why ſhould you mention my name, 
raſcal! , 
Fabio. Lord, Sir, there is no harm done, —T 
brought you off. Let me alone for preſence of 
mind in the hour of danger. 
Juan. How ? ; 
Fabio. Why, Sir, when the talleſt of the two 
but not quite ſo horrible a looking dog as the 
other, ſaid in a gruff voice —is your maſter of 
Valentia ?— 4 
Sarcias. You anſwer'd 
abio. No. Full mouthed.—Lord, Sir, — 
| hi I, his worſhip i is of Guadalaxara. 
Juan. I have it - it is the Lieutenant-Gover- 
nor who wiſhes to ſee your maſter ? 
Fubio. Ves, Sir. 


m Juan. I will go to him and aſſume your name 

a Don Garcias—ſhould: any one here be, by chance 
acquainted with your perſon, this and the pro- 

e vince of Guadalaxara will effectually baffle them. 

|= _ *»* Ganebas. May it not involve you in ſome 
trouble? 


Juan. Impoſſible—he Hou not know me, * 
he has been appointed ſince my — 1 n 
beg the aſſiſtance of Fabio. F 
 Garcias, Attend Don Juan, head 33 (6) ba 
Fabio. Raſcal !--Sir, Don Gkrcias (bointing 
to 2 may take ä with me but 
give 
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give me leave to tell you—-l am only a raſcal to 
| may maſter. [ Exit Fabio. 
Juan. Garcias, Farewell—and prithee do 
nor become ſo perfect a monopolizer of gloom 
and vapours ; recolle& that the Chief and I have 
a right to our ſhare in theſe kind of follies as lo- 
vers 
Am. True; and 1 do not believe that love 
has three more zealous votaries than we are. 


R 


T hree pilgrims, at love's ſacred ſbrine we bow, 

And breathe with holy zeal the fervent vow, 

Mark'd by the mein enwrapt, the ſigh of r, 

Senſes ſubdu'd, and pu _—— deſire, 

Nor meanly guerdon d who ſhall theſe attain 

By muſing on the Heaven, they ſeek perhaps in vain. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE m. 


The Hail of Audience in the Governor”s Palace- 
Don Lopez (the Governor) in Council, Secreta= 
ry, Zempoalla, Guards, Ce. 


Don Lopez. Come, Secretary, diſpatch. 

Secretary. I muſt tranſmit your Excellency's 
anſwer to the Chief of the Flat-headed Indians, 
who made his ſpeech at the laſt audience. 

Don Lopez. Good !—What was the ſpeech 
about ? 

Seer etary. A ſpeech of thanks for our late 
aſſiſtan ce, couch'd in the ſublime expreſſions of 
theſe people ; it concluded that the tyger of de- 
ſolation was about to ravage their country — 
when the generous ©** Lion,” meaning your 
Lordſhip the Governor — 

Don Lopez. I recollect it now—it was prettily 


ſaid, I will anſwer it - where is the Intepre ter — 
| F irſt. 


=. 3 5 
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Firſt, tell him, I am the Lion he talk d of i in 

his laſt ſpeech. 8 
Secretary. With fabmifffon, my Lord, he- 2208 

knows that before — But the Interpreter's ſudden-- 

"mn I iy takenill. 

4 Don Lopez. Is he ?—Then let my gracious 

anſwer be written down. If he can't get it 

tranſlated when he gets home it will be the more- 

" valuable No writings ſo eſteemed as thoſe + 

which are not underſtood. Tell him the Flat- 

heads are very kind and civil and all that ; that is 

very polite in them to conſider me as a Lion, and 

very, much according to the character of the Flat- 

heads in general, hom I. ſhall henceforth look 

upon as my brethren. 


Enter Benpbelks 


. Secretary. My Lord; the Chief Zempoalla i is 
come to prefer his final claim to the Indian Lady 
Iſcagli, whom he ſays you detain from him. 
Don Lopez. Ha! has he not had my anſwer? 
5 ' Zempoalla. Lord Governor, & claim her as 
my Countrywoman. 
Don Lopez (riſing in refer on _ Break up che 
council. | 
Zemboalla. My Lord | 
Secretary (goes to him, and claps his hand * an | 
his mouth) ( Aſide to Zempoalla). Watch the Go 
vernor out, and come to me in half an hour. 


| [Exit e 


Enter Servant. 


—— 


8 


Servant. My Lord, the neat is Feturned ; \ 

from the Indian Lady at the pavilion. 
Don Lopez. I come. {Exit Servant.) dane 

for ſome news pf my dear Iſcagh— Tis. a pret- 


B 3 ty 
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ty little tit—what a pair of eyes ſhe has—they 
are never out of my ſight—they perplex my 
very decrees; when I was aſk'd the other day in 
council what I would give as a ſubſidy to the 
Chief of the ChaQaws, I anſwered with a ſigh— 
Two ſuch black eyes. Break up the council 
Gentlemen to your ſeveral devartments—that of 
ſound and deep reflection on the public welfare 
be mine. [T he Council and Guards Exeunt. 


Don Lopez and Secretary remain. 


Secretary. Well, my old dad that is to be, 
now ceremony 1s over, tip us your daddle. 
Don Lopez, (withdrawing his hand). Ha 
why who am I, you dog ? do you know me ? 
e. Do you know me, if you come to 
that? Am not I a Commiſſary ?—Did you ever 
know a Governor refuſe to ſhake hands with a 
Commiſſary —'tis too ridiculous——— 
Don Lopez. Am not I an Hidalgo from the 
Mountains of Arragon, and an old Chriſtian ? 
Secretary. And is not a Commiſſary a Chrif- 
tion too ? + | 
Don Lopez. Scarcely ſo I think. 

Secretary. Poh! Poh ! this is carrying the 
jeſt alittle too far—we are alone vou know 
why, friend Lopez, you are as diftant as if I was 
one of your paltry nobility. | 

Don Lopez. Why, thou falter down of Old 
Bullocks—— FO | 


die.— | | 
Don Lopez. And for thy poiſon libelled by the 
harmleſs denomination of rum.—— _ 
Secretary, You cannot ſay that's old, I'm 
ſure. 
Den Lopez. No—by St. Anthony, 'tis new 
| | enough 


Secretary. The older they are the fitter to 


— — O* AO 


Lop. 125 you dog, or [II crack your erown, 
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enough to do.its duty—Grape-ſhot is a fool to it 
—thou-exterminator of thy fellow-creatures |! 

Secretary. All heroes have been fo. 

Don Lopez. For ſlaughter in the tented field; | 
commend me to a bit of paper call'd a ViQualling 
Contract— the ſword of Alexander himſelf was 
but a conſtable's ſtaff to it.— That ever Don Lo- 
pez Antonio Perez de Valcabro de Redio de 
Montralva de Vega, ſhou'd think of marrying 
his daughter to a retailer of rancid pork. 

Secretary. Then you won't. ſhake hands? — 
There's a new contract. 

Don Lopez. Vaniſh miſcreant, or I'll * 
your bones. 

Secretary. But one word more goes up to 
his ear) Snacks ! 

Don Lopez. Ah! you comical dog—you have 
ſuch a winning way with you but ſtill I'M 
break your bones if you don't dine with me to- 
day. | 


DUET T. 


Hence from my fight |/——away !—gol 
k Sec. Snacks » 
Lop. Zounds ! what's become of all my wrath ? 
Sure 'm as weak as harley broth. 
What the devil mates me thus relax? 
Sec. Why Snacks - Snacks! Snacks. TIF 
Lop. When two rogues ſquabble for a poor man's pe}, 
What puts an end to the ariſe? | 
Sec. Why Snacks. 
Lop. Both ſhake hands and forget to hate, 
But fit coolly down and divide the eſtate. 
What makes knaves ſlick together like wax? 
Sec. My Snacks / Snacks 7 Snacks, 


Lop. 
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Eop. ' What makes the General / 7 him down; . ers 
Blind to the Commiſſary's tritt??? 
„ My Snacks. 
Eop. When the raſcal's poiſon through the line runs, 
More fatal and ſure than the enemy's gung, 
_ © Should the nooſe he deſerves be tied, what lacks, 
Sec. 1 ' Why Snacks l— Snacks J Snacks ! Y 
(Both ſhake hands heartily. Exeunt Sec. and 


8 C E N E IV. 4 Garden. C 
E _ Enter Fabio meeting Flora. 


Fabio. Your-molt obedient and very devoted 


rvant, Sir. 


| iS U 
Flora. Is Signor Don Garcias here? 


* 4 N 


Fabio. He is ſomewhere in the garde n, Sir, 
waiting for the Lieutenant-Governor—pray, Sir, 
may I venture to aſk in hat ſituation you have 


the honour to attend his Excellency? 


Flora. His Excellepcy has choſen me his Aid 
de Camp ; doing me the honour to think that 


there is ſomething very ſimilar in the— 7 
Fabio. Colour ot your beards, 1 preſume. 
Flora. Why, Sir, the truth is, as you ſee, 


that my promotion has been of quicker-growth . 


than my whiſkers. 
N G., Fre > 


e faldier's lad with his foraging cap cn 
n the baggage rides in is mother's laß, 
The captain eyes him with a father's joy, 47 


And ſoon ta a fife promotes be FEES TS 


Now his ſabre behind him he ſwings with an air; 
And his ears are well flour'd, well paſted his hair, 


While his taſſel d hat with.its weight erouds down 


His efubby little face to a ſoldier's frown.. 
| With 


« ». a. co 
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With a martial ſwagger how he throws about 

The natty (no) ſkirt of a quick-cut-coat ; 

Mills a fowl on the march for a gill of rum, 

And his major pronounces him fit for a drum : | 

With his arms a-kimbo, then, the knowing youn elf, 

And a drum at his back twice as big as himſelf, - 

Sucks his teeth with an air, ſwears he'll make good 
his guarter. | 

So he does as he ſwears, with his landlady's daugh- 


ters. 


Can promotion be refus'd to talents ſo well ſuiting ? 

He's a ſerjeant well fed, now, and fam'd for re- 
cruiting; | | 46h 

Beneath ſaſh and hat what a military grace, 

For round is his belly, and red is his face : | 

Like a ſerjeant he ſwears, if he kicks but a flraw, 

And lyes like a ſerjeant—a ſerjeant at law ; 

Yet ſerjeant or drum, ſhew 1. or foe, 

And you'll find him a ſoldier from top to toe. 


Fabio, Well done my little Bantum Cock of 
the Camp. | | 

Flora. You are witty, Sir. 

Fabio. Ves, Sir, a man of—wit and plea- 
ſure, Sir. | 

Flora (afide). Ah! Villainous coxcomb, 
Pl pump the rogue.——A man of your figure 
has not been without his gallantries. _ 

Fabio. Oh no! What is life without love; 
and what is love, my dear Sir, without variety. 

Flora (afide). Yes, Yes, I ſee the villain— 
You may by chance have been at Valentia. 

Fabio. Valentia! O yes! yes |—No—no I 
mean, that is, I myſelf have been there—but 
my maſter, Don Garcias, never. 

Flira, Never? 53 

Fabio. Never, upon my honour. ; 

g Flora. 


* 
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Flora (coxeomically). * I have heard that it is 
a famous place for intrigue. 

Fabio. Has not its equal in all Spain, Sir. 1 
myſelf was immerged in intrigue there. 

Hera. Oh! you were? 

Fabio. O yes, up to the eyes: they us'd to 
call: me Plint—cruel, . hard-hearted, - remorſe- 
_— aſperſion—l could nor return the love of 

all, and ſo Ae ae e 1904 e e 

Flora. Flint t 
Fabio. Ves, Flint. 

. Floras, I was quarter'd in K once, r | 
intereſted: myſelf a good deal avout, one Flora de. 
Gambados.... 65 moe 1 

Fabio. Ha! hal ha! , = gt 8 A 

Hlora. Did you know herr 

Fabio, Intereſted yourſelf—that's too ar 

Fhera.. A good looking girl, 1 think 

Fabio. You are eaſily. pleas'd,. Sir. 

Flra. Well -I was a good deal attached to her: 

9 I myfelf was flightly attached to her 
once - but ſhe grew ſo fond, I was obliged to fly 
for troy 2 did promiſe _— n gevil, | 
marriage. 

Fhra. "Falſe Vit— beg your g Sir: 
but perjury is nothing with you men 9 

kr 


be Nothi ne to be — 
Juries in love were puniſhable by the pillory, 


© Uyyould cauſe a vaſt conſumption of timber. 


Fiera. Not at all—portable pillories, like 
long cravats, would diſtinguiſh the man of in- 
trigue; and the harmleſs boy of the town would: 
fee counſel to en him, that he might not - 


' - out of faſhion. 


Fabio. Gad. [1 dork think were be unbe- 
coming. | 
det. "Mis, 
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is Flora. Then you don't intend to marry this 
| devil? 
L Fabio. Faith I can't; they have nabb'd me at 


laſt. 

Flora (with vexal ion). How! You are not 
married? 

Fabio. Nooſed, halter'd, egad a man might 
as well be pilloried. | 

Flora. Monſter ! —ha! ha! Pray, Sir, if 1 
might preſume how came a man of your ad- 
dreſs to be ſo taken in? \ 

Fabio. Why, Sir, hanging and marriage 
If indeed they had only offer'd the halter | ſhould 
have ſubmitted; but when they came to pro- 
poſe the torture, gad I flinch'd,, and Was Har- 
ried. 

Flora. Explain, Sir. 

Fabio. Why, Sir; my maſter and I were 
taken in a late expedition by a body of Indians 
poor I was condemn'd to the ſtake, that they 

might amuſe themſelves with my War Song— 

Gad I had very little inclination to be jolly — 
whether they wou'd have put me-in tune or no, I 

can't tell, for juſt as a delicate Squaw, about 
«five: feet eleven and 2 half, with a complexion - 

fair as a 5paniſh olive, was, advancing to make 

the firſt blow at me, ſtruck with the beauty of 

my figure, ſhe let fall her knotted club, and on 
manded my faithful hand in marriage. 

Flora. So then you have given up all choughts 

of this Flora? 

Fabio. Yes; and my Indian ſpouſe too. 


. Faun 


Two maidens. my heart transfix'd, 
| One a.lilly, one brown as a * | 

T flood like a boy betwixt $50 
A bl ack and a white heart cherry. 
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One Bluſb'd like the roſe in the morning, 
Which in the garden blows ; 

And one lite the roſe adorning 
T he ſboes of our Garden-beaux. 


My heart, now black, now white, 
Young Cupid laid his laſh on; 

J. ſobb'd by day, and by night, 

. With a kind of a pye-balld paſſion. 


But now each beautiful laſs 
Her forces marches away, 
And I'm no longer an aſs 
Between two bundles of hay. 


© Depriv'd of my white ſweet-heart, 
And my black fo ſeducing and melhw, 
For the Garden again Pll depart, 
And pick up a juicy morella. 
| [Exeunt Fabio and Flora, 


SCENE, Feuntain Garden. 
Enter Leonora, Julia, and Flora. 
Flora. Oh! Madam, I am in the right—l 


am convinc' d. 


Leonora. Have you ſeen my Garcias then? 


Flora. No, Madam, but this is my villain, 
and a precious one he is! Oh Madam, Oh 
Lady Julia, I have diſcovered ſuch iniquity— 1 
am ſcarcely cool yet ; yes, yes, Madam, only 
rely upon me, we are right, this muſt be your 
Don Garcias, Madam, and no other. 


Enter Don Juan, and conceals himſelf behind a tree. 
Juan. Ah ha! have I caught you my Lady 
WY N Julia 


— — . 23 
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Julia falſe to me and with that young coxcomb 
A pretty errand I am come to—no witneſs my 
own diſgrace (aſide). 

Leonora. My ſweet Julia, ſhare my tranſports ! 
(Embracing her). 

van. Confuſion 

ulia. My charming friend. 

uan (aſide) Friend! Aye, that's the damn'd 
word with them all. 

Julia. In this moment of ſuſpence there 
is a ſoftneſs about you that is really bewitching.“ 

uan (aſide ). & Bewitching l“ 

ulia. And I think, if I could love ano- 
ther? Heaven mult form for me, juſt ſuch 2 
man as you.” 

Juan (aſide ).. * Tf that is not pretty plump, 
the devil's in it.” 

Leonora, oh Hat ha! Upon my honour I be- 
lieve you.” 

Juan 0 Ade ). * The devil doubt you.— 
or: ©; Oy | A 
Leonora. Now if Don Juan were here, down 
would he pop on his knees and devour your nand 
with kiſſes. _ 3 

Tuan. (aſide). He wou'd!” 

Leonora. And really I wiſh he was here.” 

Juan. You do.“ (Aſide). 

Leonora. It is a pity ſuch a delicate declara- 
tion of conſtancy ſhould be thrown away.” 

Juan. Inſolent coxcomb.” {Coming for- 
ward). ee can bear this foolery no longer — 
but © J forget myſelf,” —if that perfidious girl 
diſcovers me, I ruin my friend —I will ſteal off 
and wait in another part of the garden till this 
puppy of a Lieutenant-Governor is alone ( A/ide). 

As he is going off Fabio meets him]. n 

Fabio. Ah! Signior Don Garcias 11 ſought | 


you, Sir, 
_ £ | | Juan, 


really do not reco 
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Juan. The devil take the fellow !—[Leonora, 
Juſia, and Flora turn round]. 
Julia. Oh heavens! my Juan here! | 

Patia (to Flra). Signior Don Garcias of 
Guadalaxara, Sir. 

Leonora ( Aſide). This Garcias ? 

Julia. Garcias ?—ridiculous! 

Flora. Pray Sir, are you—is—is War, name 
Dare you Don Garcias? 
Juan. The ſame, Sir. | 

ora ( Afed:). Then Jam wretched! 1 

Julia. Surely my eyes cannot deceive me 
ſo much. Don Juan (he affect, not to hear her.) 
You look, Sir, as if you never ſaw me before. 

Juan. Moſt probably I do, Madam, for 1 

le& that I ever had that honour. 

Julia. This is the moſt extraordinary will 
not call it effrontery—then, Sir, I preſume ! 
poo bak miſtaken—you are nat Don Juan de Ze- 
neto ! 


Juan. That certainly, Madam, is not my 
name. 


2 And you have not been formerly an 
officer in this garriſon ? 

Juan. If IL have, Madam, I certainly did * 
duty i in my fleep. 

Julia. Then you did not three years ago ſwear 
the moſt ſolemn this is too much ! ( bu ts into 
fears 2 

Juan. am exceedingly ſorry, su, for the 
iſtake which this Lady labours under.” —May 
lp reſume to_aſk why I am admitted to the ho- 
novr of attending your Lordſhip ? 
Leonora. This has been a day of miſtakes, 


Don Garcias : you have been miſtaken for a oo 


tleman of the ſame name—who has fled 
PO ce. 


Julia. 


ve 
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Julia (looking archly at him). Then you ne- 
ver were here before, Sir. 


ora, 
uan. Never, Madam. 
ulia. I hope, Sir, you will meet with— 
of much pleaſure in this ſtrange place. 
89 1 uan. Love—Madam—has—l ſee, taken 
poſſeſſion of theſe groves, and his ſmiles muſt 
render them an Elyſium. 
me Leonera, You are a true Spaniard, I ſee,— 
Without love, indeed, nature has no beauties. | 
QUINTETTO. 800 8 
* Leo, The morning breeze which ſweeps the grove, 
r.) . J . Hume ſteals from lor; 
wa weet t i warbler's fongs 
1 ' dts fr notes to lave belong. 
ur. 36 60} - W454 DUE T. 8 4 1 S43Si 
al Juan But for the woretch condemn'd to r 
e! 5 J The mining doubt, the jealous fear, 
e- Julia.) FS perfume oer his ſenſes 7 
e e ph ic ſoothes his ſullen ear. 
4 895 1 
1} 1%, Fob ion en 
in | What fate then ſha!l the miſereant bew, 
n perjur' d, proffi gate, and damn, 
y Dierides an artleſs virgin's pain, 
And baſely Yriumphs in her woe. ; 
* i [an thts. een ed 
; But did im to ee nina lod 
0 Ns brreze is wanting vuitſ a wife z, .: 
Eternal florms ſhall auhi ſtle naund him, 


J -1% And muſic” V fbrilleft notes e tim. 

oY Prat te 1p Os 4611-4 I 
» g 7 is comps'd of [miles and tears, (= 2 
. K Of forms and calms, and hopes and fears. © 


ND of THE FIRST ACT. © 
+53 Bd | ACP. 
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| "Tis 
Kn | 
T he out fide of the Governor's Palace. 
Don Juan and Fabio. One 
A ey 55 


I AM determin'd to conceal myſelf ſome- Ju 
where about the palace *till I can find an oppor- /. 
tunity of ſeeing and Nrn. this inconſtant Wl Jf 1 
girl, and then 

Fabio. —Embark for old Spain and Kare her 
to take root like a weeping willow on the Bu 
ſhore. 

Juan. Do you think ſhe wwou'd weep ? ? 

Fabio. Like a rainy ſeaſon, * Sir, —depriv'd 
of the genial rays of loch F brilliant, planet. 

511— 
Fun. Oh! Mr. Fabio, your humble ſer- 
vant.——-But may I not at laſt have been de- 
ceivid—if ſo—can ſhe ever forgive my beha- 
viour ? 
1 Fabio. A b eye is not to be truſted, 

r. 

+ _ Deceiv'd ! Impoſſible did not 1 be- 
hold their embraces ? 

Fabio. Perhaps they may be relations, Sir, » 

Juan. Relations 

Fabio. You know, Sir, ker father is Gover- 
nor, and men in power always prefer their ſons, 
or nephews, or couſins, for the gocd of their coun- 
_ uy. | 


8 a — „ Ay 


s ON. 
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FLAT ft! 2.3 


— 2 4 , by CES. . 1 1 
[4 , * 
nns N:Go Faire 1; 
+44 Py £4 ö 3 © - N 


"Tis pleaſant to ſee when my bord obtains 

A poſt in adminiſtration, | 

How the love of his country, which boils in his veins. 
Infefts each dear relation. 

| Up fus —_ by dogens, 

One is proud of ſupperting a place, 

Juſt that it may: not fall inta diſgrace, ” | 

One won d finger the Treaſury plumbs,” |», + 

Juſt to heep him from biting his thumbs, _ 

If they juggle for titles and ſuch pretty things, 

If they lie or they flatter for ſtars or far firings, 
Oh ! *tis. all for the good of the nation. 


But ſbau'd my Lord at length for his pains- 
Be charg'd with peculatim, © 
How hs erime corrupts the pure blood" in the veins 
every dear relation. $4643 aid 
Down his couſins, drop by dozens, 
T hen they find that a ſnug little place | 
May lie nou and then in the road to diſgrace, 
That the better been ſucking their thunibs, 
T han liming their fingers with 7 regſury plumbs, 
And if ſome more reſalv'd upon taking their ſwing,. 
Tho) their ſtars are eclips'd, find their end in a fiting,. 
Why, „tis all for the good of the nation. | 


2 If T ſhou'd have been deceiv'd She 
will never pardon my conduct. | 
Fabio. Oh, Lord, Sir,—you won't remain 
at her feet two minutes and a half by a ſtop- 
watch. She will ſcold firſt, pout next, and 
then be ſilent then perhaps, before the flame of 
anger goes quite out, it will blaze ſhe will ſcold 
again then —ſhe willlet fall her hand by accident 
3 cloſe 
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cloſe to eee will preſs it—ſhe will ſtruggle 
for it—you will kiſs it — ſhe will be ſilent again 
give you a ſide glance with a gentle ſigh— call her- 
ſelf an eaſy fool, and your pardon is ſeal'd for ever. 

Juan. You ſeem to underſtand theſe things. 

Fabio. A ſuſceptible heart, Sir, —tis acci- 
derce, grammar, and vocubalary on the ſubje&. 
4 aq One of your brown Indian beauties, Mr. 

2010 ö - | TILA 

Fabio. Yes, Sir, F amuſed myſelf by en- 
graving my ſweet lineaments on a piece of cop- 
per, and in return receiv'd ſueh an impreſſion ! 

Juan. Of your own figure, Fabio? 

Fabio. You a lover and aſk that, Sir ?—"Tis 
the way with us all—we amuſe ourſelves by 
painting our own. perfections on the heart of a 
miſtreſs, and we have no ſooner taught the can- 
vaſs to glow,. than we fall in love with the pic- 
ture—particularly if the frame be handſome. 
This we call ſuſceptibility in the lady, and gra- 
titude in ourſelves. . | 

Juan. You are a ſatyriſt, Sir. 

Fabio. This was admirably well illuſtrated, 
Sir, by Terry Ma'gra, an Iriſh Serjeant in my 
maſter's company, and a greatconnoiſſeut in theſe 
matters by my ſoul, ſaid he, I never could 
love any, woman on earth, *till I had firſt found 
a return of my paſſion. | 


Enter Alkmonoak. 

Am. Don Juan, T ſought yon.—Your 
friend is at home and very anxious to know the 
ſucceſs of your plan.— He ſeem'd to court ſoli- 
tude, and I left him in hopes of meeting with 
you. — - = * 

Juan. Fabio, go to your maſter, tell him 
| | | | how 


bh + 
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e bow completely we have ſucceeded in regard to 
— him however unlucky I have been myſelf! 
fo Fabio. I fly, Sir, Exit Fabio. 
r. Alm. Then you have been unlucky, Do 
X Juan ? © LG 
— Juan. Oh nothing extraordinary a new in- 
t. ſtance of the perfidy of the ſex - that's all. 
r. Come I am on duty here for ſome time —ſtroll 
with me and I will tell you all. I find I muſt 
— laugh at my misfortunes, Chief; for if I was to 
- yield to them as Garcias and you do——what a 


; charming ſociety we ſhould compoſe. 


Alm. The frowns of fortune I deſpiſe as 


8. much as any man; but in a breaſt like mine the 
* wounds of love can never be cloſed. The image 
A. of my Iſcagli is fo interwoven with my frame, 
- that nothing but death can tear it from my 
= heart. Fa! ; : | 

= | S O N S. 

Thou that liv ft in every part, 

. In the buſy pulſe do'ft beat; 

* Pant ing in the faithful heart, 

; Swing with the vital heat. 

' Car'ft thou, mingled thus with life, 


Ever ceaſe to warm the breaſt ; — . 
Never till this mortal ſtrife 
Ending —gives the ſoul to reſt. | 
N 7 [Exeunt. 


SC E NHR 


+ Enter Secretary and Zempoalla. 

Zemp. Then we are fafe from the Gover- 
nor? | „ 
| Cecretars 


« *3 
: «: 
N 
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Secretary. Yes, yes, he is oo to ſon your 
little Indian. 
Zemp. 1 * him! 


Secretary. You ſeem nettled this morning, 


maſter Chief. 

Zemp. Have not I cauſe? to have the moſt 
delivious morſel revenge ever ofter'd ſnatch'd 
from-me—the Chief Alkmonoak, a Chickaſaw, 
my enemy, and that of the Spaniards—l exulted 
in the idea, of approaching vengeance —when 
the guard that I placed over him, in a fit of drun- 


ken ken phrenzy fir'd their huts ; in the confuſion 


'd me. 
N Come, come, never mind the 
ſweeteſt morſel that revenge ever offer'd, what 
think yon of the ſweeteſt morſe! [that n 


ever F 


Zemp. My nd See 5 you can n aſſiſt me 


further if you will 

Secretary (Touches the palm of his hand.) 
Zemp. Softly maſter Secretary, have not you 
receiv d. 

Secretary. And have not I comnniy'd ? does 


not the town ſwarm with your Indians wham I 


have admitted under the. diſguiſe. of traders ? 
Your pretence indeed is the carrying off this In- 


dian wench Iſcagli—but there are enough of you 


to carry off the town—Shall | endanger my coun- 
try for a few ounces of gold duſt ? Why Fuſe it 
for ſcouring ſand. 

' Zemp. Had not you better apply it to your 
conſcience. 

Secretary. Humphl. 2 2 

Zemp. Dis = T ſeek— your town is ſafe, 
you may truſt to my honour for that. 

Secretary Your honour. 


2m Yes, Commiſſary, though a market- 


able 
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able commodity to the pale European.—To the 
ſun-burnt Indian honour is a ſacred depoſit. _ 
Secretary. Come, come, Chief; what will 
you do now your men are in without my aſſiſt- 
ance ?—Your Indians are come under a pre- 
tence of trading; they have brought furs with 
them. . 
Zemp. True —— 
Secretary. Rich? | IS 
Zemp. Of the fineſt quality. 5 
Secretary. Good — I want to make a preſent 
to a lady in Europe. | 
Zemp. You ſhall have your choice. 


Secretary. I will-condu& you to a ſpot which 
is a favourite place of retirement of your Iſcagli, 
from which there is a private door leading into 
the very pavilion which the fond Governor has 
| built for her.—1 will uſe my authority to aſſiſt 
your eſcape through the poſtern gate of the town 
— but I ſhall want a little of your gold duſt, juſt 
to ſcatter about and blind the centries. 

Zemp. You ſhall have it. , 

Secretary.” Meet me in half an hour - fare- 
wel.—You ſee Chief how much better it is to 
apply to the fountain head, the Secretary—at 
once—without going the round about way to him 


through his maſter. (Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE III. Iſcagli”s aries with a pavilion at 6 


diſtance. ' 


| Ifcagli with an Indian Attendant. 


Attend. Suppoſe lady, your love for the 
Chief Alkmonoak, crown'd with ſucceſs. 

Ifcagli. I thank thee for the thought, yet I 
ſhall neyer ſee him more.” | 


Atend 
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Attend Would not you regret the comforts. 
of more poliſh'd ſociety to which you have been of 
late accuſtom'd ? 

Iſcagli. Is it thus you profane the name of 


love ? have you forgot the leſſon I taught bs the 
other day ? 


Attend. No. 
Tſcagli. Repeat it then with me. 


DU E Tf, ISCAGLI and ATTENDANT. 


To. the gay and gaudy bower, 
o ſeek the hut obſcure and -M 
To laghet fame, to fly from 
ni ghiy love but will it ſo; 
Is but poorly to cbey 


Paſſion s ſweet but 2 . 
75 deem the flint a bed of drwn, W096 
T he wild woods produce heavenly od, 5 
To mec mankind's united frown, 


If fuch ta mighty love ſes com goods | 
Is but foorly to bey 


 Paſſion's feuert but rigid FITS 


' Tſcagli. No, ye, powers hear me witneſs | 3 
gal ould L forego the ſoftneſs of the ſplendid 
. couch for the Fragrance of the ruſhy. mat—the 
F 'wretched imitating Theorbo for the ſweet ſong 
= of the nightingale.—I would deck our humble 
wigwam for my love's approach with all the va- 

riegated plumage of our luxuriant Indian groves 
Alt ſnould be my ozier cage, and my love, my 
* Alkmonoak, my ſweet bird be ſhould be my 
* bird of paradiſe and convert my hut i into a Hea- 


ven, 

wy. 1: nale Don Lopuz. N 
Dan Lopez. Come to my arms, my little An- 
* 1 ge - 


that confounded meadow. 
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gel, egad I was goihg to ſay of light—but thy 


little brown ſkin is but twilight at beſt. 

Iſcagli. Would it had not the misfortune to 
pleaſe thee. | 

Don Lopez. Misfortune to pleaſe me,—did 
you ever hear ſuch a young devil—that gate 
open ſtill, I ſee you have been ſtrolling about 

Iſcagli. Why ſhould your unreaſonable jea- 
louſy deny me the enjoyment of Nature's beau- 
ties ? 

Don Lopez. Nature's beauties |! 

Iſcagli. The diſtant yellow cliff which ſkirts 
the meadow hangs as if it liſtened to the murmur 
of the ſtream beneath it. | 

Don Lopez. Zounds! are there not gravel 
walks and flower- pots, and ſticks, with lobſters 
claws upon them; and for exotics is there not a 
pot of Dutch dandelion which with the aſſiſtance 
of only two gardeners looks almoſt as well as 
when it firſt came over. | 

 Tfeagli (with a diſguſted air). This garden is 
regularity itſelf. | 
Don Lypez. And I mean to keep you within 
the bounds of regularity. | 

Iſcagli What right have you to confine me? 
Don Lopez. No great right, but I love you ſo! 

Iſcagli. Forbear to teaze me thus in vain. 

Don Lopez. Beſides, there is the Chief Zem- 
poalla in town, “ who knows but he or ſome of 
his myrmidons may ſnap you up in one of your 
favourite walks.” 10 F 
" Tſcagh. The hated Zempoalla in town!“ 

Don Lopez. Ay, and if the dog ſhould carry 
you off! 3 

| Yeanlhs « It is impoſſible without your know-. 


3s . | a 
Dan Lapez. I don't know that—he was 
I with 
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with me this morning and terribly ſavage about 


you I can tell you.” Egad it would break my 


heart ; for your poor little Governor does to love 
you (Takes hold of her hand). 
Hcagli. Do not torment me. 
on Lopez. Zounds, how can I help it—I 
don't run headlong into love, but love flows in 
upon me—Come, my little Cocoa-Nut, do be 
kind.— Only conceive, a Governor, and a Gover- 
nor like me too. Egad you ſhould live like a 
princeſs——1n my own palace — You ſhould be any 
thing but my wife but for an old Chriſtian — 
*gad, conceive that— to marry a young ſuckin 
hriſtian a Chriſtian of four years old at moll 
gad it won't do. 85 | 
e I am glad of it for I cannot love you. 
on Lopez. Egad, now I think of it, you 


| ſhall remain within theſe walls—till that fellow 


is fairly out of town. 

Iſcagli. To confine me is not the way to in- 
creaſe my attachment towards you. 

Don Lopez. Zounds, you will not love me if 
I give you your liberty. 

Iſcagli. I ſhall love you better than if you con- 
fine me. 


Don Lopez. My ſweet little Indian Nightin- 
.gale! I can deny you nothing—but harkee, 


keep a good look out, poſt your female centries 
—ſend out your petticoat vedettes, watch like a 
lypx. 
Iſcagli. Fear not - I ſhould be more wretched 
with Zempoalla—than——than—— 


Don Lopez. Withme!—Mych oblig'd to you. 


' » Fnter Servant. 


Servant. I beg pardon, my Lord, for break- 
Den 


ing in upon your privacy. 
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Don Lopez Well, Sir. 

Servant. Your Lordſhip” $ Rik waits — 
he wiſhes to communicate ſomething of impor- 
tance which concerns the Lady julia. Exit. 


Don Lopen. Zounds! who wou'd be plagu'd 


with a daughter, ſure the devils in me for a Go- 


vernor | I ſit down every day to a ſumptuous ta- 


ble, and am ſure to loſe my appetite: before I 
come-to the thing I like beſt—1 place my affecti- 
ons on a tawny wench whom other men wou'd 
deſpiſe, and ſhe chuſes to hate mel have a par- 
ticular inclination to govern an unruly daughter, 


and I am Governor over every thing in the whole 


city but her.— Farewell, my little Nightingale 

keep a good look out. n 
Iſcagli. Now for my g ſpot of con-. 

templation, not perhaps leſs favoured becauſe 


forbidden. 
8 ON 8. 
There to muſe and there to ſigh, 
There to ſit and think on love 
There with contemplation's eye 
Over Zappier ſcenes to rode: 
There to bid the ſhadowy train 
Of former tranſports live again. 
[Excunt. 
8 GENE iV. Lane Garden. 
Leonora and Julia. 


Yulia If I ſhou'd meet my Juan—ifT Mou' d 
find him ſtill faithful—yet J have my father's in- 
ſatiate avarice to combat=——would I were the 
pooreſt peaſant of my native Arragonian Hills 
rather than the ſplendid victim I now am. | 


o.. Wit: 
When the blithe village maid leads her Rei to to the 


Plain, 
Ah me ! tow Tenvy Ter lot: 
, D a 


r 


| 
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74 ſpurn all the ſplendor a palace contains, . 
. With freedom to dwell in a cot. 


Auwald by the lark o'er my love as I hung, 


His flumbers I'd chace with a kiſs ; 
No tyrant io check me, no venemous tongue 
With ſlander to fully my bliſs. 


The toil of the day wou'd be pleaſure to me, 
. Still drinking freſb health from the gale, 

And evening wou'd bring, with an aſpect of glee, 
Tue legend, the ſong, or the tale: 

Till the ſtill gloom of night wrapt the hamlet in reſt, 
And my fancy grew big with alarms, 

Then I'd fleal to my Lover, creep cloſe to his breaſt, 


And loſe all my fears in his arms. 


Leonsra. Come come, Julia, find but your 


Juan, and we will bring about the reſt—** It is 
Hard if two of us are not a match for your old 
father.” 

Julia. I ſhall find him in Don Garcias of 
Guadalaxara : I ſaw him but this moment 
from the corner of your terrace which looks to- 
wards my father's palace—he was walking under 
the garden wall which fronts my apartment 
with an Indian Chief, and as a perſon advanced 
towards the ſpot where they ſtood, they both re- 
tir'd into the little grove on the right of the wall.” 

Leonora. Well, be but patient my dear—your 
doubts will all be diſſipated ———"T'15 now ſome 
time ſince I diſpatch'd a ſcrjeant with a file of 
men to bring this Gentleman before us—but 
recolle& that I conſented to this ſtretch of pow- 
er. 1 1 

Julia. To ſatisfy my impatience. I know it, 
my ſweet friend: but my dear—I have a 
ſtrange inclination juſt to walk to the terrace. 

Leonora. Poor Julia! 


Julia. 
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Julia, To tell you the truth I am rather 
anxious about a letter. 


Leonora. A letter what you could not wait 
till he was brought here—according to your own 


deſire too, Julia. 


ulia, What ſhall I ſay—I am a fooliſh girl 
—but I thought he might ſlip through your 
hands. I wiſh to watch him a little leſt my page 
ſhould have miſs'd him—— Will you walk to- 
wards the terrace ? | | 
Leonora. Excuſe me, my dear I can wait 
till he is brought here. n 
| hues Ah ! Leonora you are no lover. 
nora. No Lover (fighs hy will you 
force me to recolle& what I am ?—The dawn of 
this day, Julia, ſmiled upon my almoſt forgot- 
ten hopes—Heaven grant that its cloſe may at 
leaſt ſee my friend happy.” 
arg I thank you ſincerely,” — then y ou 
will not walk ? Fi 
Leonora. I will wait for you here—if this 
Gentleman, whether Don Juan or Don Garcias, 
is not yet in cuſtody, we have time enough. [Exit 


1 No lover! Ah Julia | how little do you 


now. with what 2 emotions the remem- 
brance of that ſad night which ſaw me torn for 


ever from my fondeſt hopes even now fills my 
| boſom. | 


Euer Don Garcias attended by a ſerjeant. 


Garcias. I underſtand, Sir, that you are the 

Lieutenant Governor. | | 

Leonora. Oh heavens | what do I ſee | has 

my imagination rais'd this phantom? For heayen's 
ſake, whence come you? | 

_ Garcias, Sir! =: 5 
Leondrs, Why did you not come when I firſt 
2 Da ſent 
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ſent for you? You little know the diſquiet you 
have cauſed me. ; 
FSarcias. Surely, Sir, there muſt be ſome 
miſtaxke . n f 
Leonora. I have indeed been miſtaken—your 
name is aj 
Garcias. Garcia why Jam here my at- 
tendant can inform you better than l. 
Lemera (to the ſoldier). Walk apart,— Don 
—_— I .expeQed to have ſeen you when! firſt 
ent, 3 | 
- CGarcias. My Lord, I am aſham'd of the de- 
ception—=the danger of my ſituation induc'd a 
valued friend to aſſume my name before you; 


when your late order came to arreſt me that vi 
friend was abſent ; I ſaw the impropriety of ſub- 
jecting him to farther inconvenience, and ſur- p 
render'd myſelf. n 1 
Leonora. That friend was Don Juan deFeneto ? i 


Garcias. I find, my Lord, that our plot has 
been detected. - | ; 
Leonora. I am ſorry for you, Don Garcias.— 
Your appearance is not unprepoſſeſſing—I was 
betray'd into—ſome ſurprize at your firſt en- 
trance from——from-—the difficulty! felt in 
| believing you to be the man. againſt whom fo 
foul.a charge has been preferr'd. 
-1 Garcias. That I am the man, is as true as the 
charge itſelf is falſe. I am more unfortunate 
han guilty, my only crime has been exceſs of 
love. | 
Leonora. You have lov'd then? ; 
 Garcias. Almoſt to madneſs. | 
Leonora. The object of this fatal paſſion— 
GCarciat. I once thought an angel. 
Leonora. She prov'd— 
Garcias. *©* A very wcman! 
Leonora. Nay then pity you.“ 
Carciat. 


* 
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Garcias. I once beheld with little leſs than 
adoration, the purity of that foul, which has been 
ſince contaminated with the fouleſt crimes—but 
hence unmanly weakneſs ! here ! folemnly vow 
never to think of her diſhonour'd form again, but 
with going to knee! 

Leonora (catches his arm.) Love "FEY 
(Don Garcias flarts and ſurveys with ſurprixe) 
Ha ! ha! ha! no raſh vows, Don Garcias—no. 
raſh vows but indeed it is immaterial what you 
think of the poor girl no., Tou ſacrificed her 
I perceive to your jealouſy. . 

Garcias. By my honour I never ſacrificed bow 

— For aught I knowſhe lives and paſſes. this 
very hour in infamy.” 

Leonora. Perhaps in honour, Garcias, and 
perhaps in bliſs—pardon me, Don Garcias, the 
Lady may be very happy, you know not withſtanc- 
ing her offence, ha ! ha! 


Garcias. Give me leave to tell you, Sir, thi 


Mirtho— 


Enter Julia, ruſbing in, flart back, and curtſh es 
gravely to Leonora. 


Julia. Oh my my I. ord V our Lordſhip. 
is engag'd. 

Leonora. This, Madam; is Don Garcias of 

Garcias. Valentia, Madam. 

Leonora. Moſt true but Julia—(taking her 
aſide) you look alarm'd, my dear. 

Julia. I am ruin'd, I ſaw my father from the 
terrace coming this way with a letter in his hand,, 
and by his rage I am ſure it is the letter 1 wrote 
to Juan. 

Leonora. Don Garcias, do you know af tee 


Juan's receiving a letter this morning? 


Garcias. That letter was deliver'd to me by 


miſtake, and is now in poſſeſſion of a perſon 
D 3 , who 


— 


— * 


n 


a dot, and then a da 
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who met the party which eſcorted me hither, 
and whom I underſtood to be the Governor's 
Secretary. 

Enter Flora * Fabio. 


Flora. My Lord the Governor is coming 


his way. 
Lanera. Whom have you there, Sebaſtian ? 
Garcias. Tis my ſervant, my Lord. 
Fabio. Your Lordſhip ſees I 01 the for- 
unes of my maſter. 


Flara. From Guadalaxara even to New 


Spain. 
| Enter Don Lopez. 
Don Lopez. Who the 4 wou'd be curs'd 
with a daughter! 
Leonora. What is the matter, Sir ? 


Don Lopez. There—read - no—now I think 


on't—Pll read myſelf— 


(Reads f Don yon will walk on the ram- 


arts 


Zounds, he ſhall cool his heels there, 7h 


ce at ſeven o'clock he will meet” 


With a corporal and a file of men, T premile 


him : then bye and bye there's a long ſtroke and 

and then ſo prettily —— 

« But muſt not ſhe collect from what has 

paſſed that he does not deſire to ſee bis 
Julia.“ 


How mincingly the jade Ties, ſhe knows ſhe 


lies; and the letters are all curd up into a 
fneer—they have an ironical twiſt in them—, 


Come, come, Madam, I'll take care that you 


don't attend this mn. II ſecure you at 


leaſt. 
Leonera. Come, let me talk to "xy my Lord; 
you know I am to be truſted with her. 


Don Lopez. Yes, and I believe you are the 
' only 


R 
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only young fellow in Mexico that is If you 
talk to her, you muſt talk to her in her own 
apartments though; for I'll take care ſhe ſhan't 
get out of them Who is that? f 
Leonora. Don Garcias, Sir. 
Don Lopez. A terrible looking dog He has 
murder in his very countenance. . 
Leonora. I honour your diſcernment, Sir. 


QUINTETTO. 
LION OR A. 
How keen that glance which. inthe face 
T he vices of the heart can trace; 
Let ſure thoſe eyes leſs ſtrongly prove 
Tue ſway of lawleſs rage than love. 
CHORUS. 
And he can ſcarcely guilty prove 
Who's only crime's exceſs of love. 
| 'Don LO P E Zz. 
Zounds, leave me alone to diſcover a knave, 


I'm fully aware there's ſome nicety init; 


But let them play off all the tricks that they have, | 
n down on the raſcal» in leſs than a minute. 


GARCIAS. 


What ever crimes upon my face 
Your keen diſcernment loves to trace, 
Too ſure my fatal tale will prove 
My only crime exceſs of love. 
And he cans 2 . ; 


; FAE TO. 
To ſo we your enigma permiſſion I crave, 
If right I divine, this is all that is in it, 
If his lordſbip-is anxious to find out a knave, 
We have but to leave him alone for a.minute. \- 
| D 4 JuLr1a, 


- 
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My father, Took upon this face 
Whoſe ſmiles thou once wert fond to trace, 


And there let thy diſcernment prove 
My only crime exceſs of love. 


And ſbe can ſcarcely guilty prove 
W. 2 only — exceſs of love. 


[Exeunt Don Lopez and Leonora leading Julia, 
Flora, ſerjeant, c. with Garcias and Fabio 
in cuſtody]. | | | ! 

END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


nen 
SCENE 6 ORR 

A beautiful meadow, on one fide a garden wall with a 

pavilion—a door from the pavilion open. Iſcagli 

diſcaver'd ſeated on a projecting part of, and 

' teaning againſt, a cliff, on which ſhe is tracing 

with the point of an arrow the name of Alkmo- 

| Noak. | | 1 

(An Indian Attendant waiting). 


S ON G. IS C46 L 1. 
T HOU ſandy bourne, upon whoſe faithleſs breaf 
I leave my lover's ſacred name impreſsd ; 


S<weep but the breeze ] or fall the fainting ſhower, 
We find thee printlefs in a little hour. 


But tears and ſighs in vain for years eſſay, 
To bear his Image from my heart away. 


What is the Governor's idle intelligence worth? 
No Indians appear. | 


* 


Aitend , 


—_ 
+ & 


N 
— 
— 


Tea & 


off 


er, 


h? 
nd » 


ſoldier ? 
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Httend. If this Indian, Zempoalla, is lurking 


in town, you cannot ſurely be too cauttous. 1 
Iſcagli. If he were to ſucceed, I ſhould in- 

deed exchange my preſent ſlavery for a worſe— 

are ſome of our people on the watch ? 4 
Attend. I have ſo placed them, that no one 

can approach us without our receiving early intel- 

ligence. | : 
Iſcagli. Sing me the ſong of the fair Euro- 

pean who died for love. 45 


Attend. The ſong I learned of the Engliſh 
Iſcagli. Yes. | | 
s ON G. (By Arranvane)-. | 
What boots it where thy ſoldier lies ? 6 3 


| Fond regret is. folly ; 1 
O'er the files why ſtray your eyes? | 
Weeping, widow'd Pf. 7 | 


On the bridge thy Henry fell, 
I may fall to-morrow, 
His death became a ſoldier well, 
Mourner check thy ſorrow. 


Fer night her ſorrows ſunk to reſt, 
Pale grew the roſe of beauty ; 
And cold the hand her ſoldier preſ, | 
When call d, at dawn, on duty, | 


Enter an Attendant. 


2d Attend. Lady provide for your ſafety—as 
we ſtood on the watch we diſcover'd an Indian 
Chief, who, the moment he ſaw us, advanc' d 


haſtily. 


Attend. Indeed you had better go in. 
| | : K Iſcaglt. 
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Iſcagli. We ſhall retire to the gate neareſt 
the palace, that if any danger ſhould occur we 
may inform the Governor. (T hey enter the 
door of the pavilion and ſhut it after them.) 


Enter Alkmonoak. 


Alkm. This ſeems the land of enchantment— 
the wild charms of the ſpot which ſeduc'd me 
from the ſide of my friend wou'd ſanction the 
idea. Theſe females too, wholike me, ſeem na- 
tives of this ſoil, at my approach flit from 
ſight. (Looking at the ſeat which Iſcagli Far 
guitted). This ſeems the ſeat of contemplation it- 
ſelf.———Sacred heavens! what do I ſee? the 
name of the wretched Alkmonoak, (taking uþ 
the arrow which Iſcagli left leaning | againſt the 
cliff), this arrow too is of the form us'd in our 
nation.—Such have I poſſeſs'd, plumed by the 
hand of Iſcagli herſelf, from the wing of the 
nightingale.—Surely my Iſcagli was among 
the women who fled at my approach=for what 


but the hand of love has traced in this unknown 


ſpot the name of the hapleſs Alkmonoak.— 
If it was indeed my Iſcagli the is within theſe 
walls: will they. deny admiſſion to- a fond and 
faithful lover? | | 
Enter Zempoalla, with Indians of his party. 
Zemp. This is the pavilion which the fond 
Governor has built for her—here let us conceal 
ourſelves till the ſhades of evening approach— 
but ſoft, ſome perſon comes this way—by all 
my hopes of vengeance 'tis my enemy Alk- 
monoak, perdition ſeize him, at this moment 
perhaps he quits the arms of the wanton Iſcagli. 


Alkmonoak 


eſt 


the 
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Alkmonoak advances. 
Alkm. If ſhe is in this pavilion my voice may 
reach her ear. t | 


SON G. ALKMONOAK. 


Do thou ſweet ſympathy my voice convey | 
T hrough thoſe deaf walls a lover's ear to win, 
So havering round this tenement of clay 3 
Some kindred ſpirit wakes the foul within, 


(Zempoalla makes figns to the Indians, who ſeize 
n Alkmonoak.) 


CHORUS or Inpiaxns. 
Away ! away | thee tortures wait 


Nor can ſt thou ſbun thy deſlin'd fate. 
Al K MON OAK. | 


T hus, at the dawn of hope's mild day, 
Tue flattering proſpett to forego, 


To ſee the ſhadow flit away, 
Chang'd for the greifly front of weet 
Z I MTOA TTA. 
Tou hated Chief ! thee tortures wait, 
ALKMONOA K- 
Then welcome every ſhaft of fate. 
cums 
Auay !] away! thee tortures wait, 
Nor can ſt thou ſhun thy deflin'd fate. 


th "SCENE 
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| SCENE i. i 
Flora (Fabio with his arms pinion'd) and ſoldiers. 
Flora. I have order'd theſe men to attend 
you to the-town-hall where the Governor will 
Proceed on the trial of your maſter and you ; 
from what I can hear of your caſe—there is little 
hope—your time is come. 
Fabio, Tis not welcome, Tam fure! 1 wiſh 
to my ſoul it wou'd go again. 


Flora. Conſole. yourſelf as well as you can, 


Ten about this time to-morrow, in all human 
probability, you will be at peace. 

Fabio. Egad, I had rather be at war as little 
as I like it. But what a curſed country is this, 
where an innocent man—oh! it goes to my heart 
— 1 wiſh I had been guilty to deſerve death—I 


have a ſtrange diſintereſtedneſs about me—I 
would not have more than I * 


did you ſay? 
Flora. Certainly to-morrow. ._ 

Fabio. Sure ſome time ſhould be . a 
man for preparation. 

Flora. Oh! you muſt be prepar'd ; Region 


and you are old acquaintance. 


Fabio. Very old indeed, but the 1 
has been drop'd ever ſince I was thirteen years 
of age,-—"twill require ne time to renew our 
acquaintance. | 

Flora. Till to-morrow . morning, wall not 
that be time enough? 

Fabio, Not by years, I am ſuch a ſhy. rogue. 
(Pauſes and utters a long groan). Oh, Oh! 

Flora. You ſeem in bigh ſpirits, <cou'd not 
you give ds a ſong ? 

Fabio. A ſong! do you take me for a ſwan 


to ſing when Pm dying? Egad I'm more like a 


turkey 


it 


t 
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turkey truſs'd for the ſpit. —But, Sir, I can't 
raiſe my (makes a motion as if he wiſh'd ta raiſe 
his arms) voice while I am pinion'd ſo—Pm a 
game cock, Sir, I can't crow without flapping my 
wings. 

Flora. Come, it may be in my power to - 
ſerve you ; ſing me a good laughing ſong, now. 

Fabio. A what? 

Flora. A laughing ſong. 

Fabio. A laughing ſong! *gad if I do laugh 
it will be on the wrong ſide of my mouth. 

Fhra. Sing : if you value my friendſhip. 

Fabio. (Sings in a melancholy tone.) 


& Now's the time for mirth and glee, &c.” 


Flora. Very well done. 
Fabio. D'ye think ſo, Sir? I wiſh you 
releaſe me then; for mine are Native wood 
notes wild,” and I ſhall never be able to ſing in 

a cage. Os} | 

Flora. Serjeant, attend this Gentleman to 
the town-hall, I ſhall examine you myſelf firſt, 
and if you conceal nothing 

Fabio. Nothing, upon my honour. 

Flora. I may obtain for you 

Fabio. A reprieve | 

Flora. A choice as to the manner of your 
funeral. | I [Exeunt. 


* S CEN E III. Julia's Chamber, in the 
Governor's Palare. 

Julia in Leonora's cleaths, and Leonora in Julia's, 

Julia. I ſcarcely know myſelf—do I walk 

40 | E boldly; 


* It became neceſſary, from ſome circumſtances 


- 


attending the firſt repreſentation, that this ſcene ſhould 


undergo ' ſome alteration, It is here printed as it 
originally ſtood. | n 
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boldly; is my ſtrut pretty martial? it won't 
look particular juſt to keep my hand on the 


hilt of my ſword—ſo—or it will certainly throw 


me down. 


Leonora. Then you will fall by the ſword as N 


a ſoldier ought. 

Julia. I declare you are in ſuch ſpirits I 
Hardly know you but, my dear Leonora, for 
Heaven's . ſake do not ſtalk ſo—remember you 
have forſworn the man for ever. 


Leonora. For ever—lIt is become a very uſe- 


leſs character ſince I have found my Garcias 
but, my dear, you ſeem to have forgotten 
the cauſe of our changing dreſſes. 

Julia. That I might eſcape from my father, 
and fly to my Juan. 

Leonoru. The ſooner you put your 2 
in execution the better, I ſhould think. 

Julia. True, but what will you do? 

Leonora. Leave me to coax your old father 


Leonora. A coward! I poſitively will not 
have my cloaths diſgrac'd ;——go directly to my 


houfe———Flora will introduce you to Don 


Garcias ; make him acquainted with our ſtory, - 


and vou will not be long in finding out Don 
Juan. (Locking out) As I live this ſeems the 
moſt lucky moment fate could offer you; the 
ſervants who were plac'd to guard you have left 
the ſaloon, and are running to and fro, in the 
utmoſt confuſion Some prrion comes this 
way: a ſtranger too 


Julia: O Lud! O Lud! Let us conceal | 


ourſelves ( going into the chſet ), 
Leonora, What again—for ſhame ! 
Julia. 


. O£a#t+th T#©S A. 
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Julia. You are a perfe& lion—would you 


t had your ſkin again. (Runs into a cloſet ). | 
. (Leonora retires io the back of the ſtage, and 
* lets down her veil). 
Enter Don Juan. 
&- Juan. After prowling ſo long round this 


curſed palace, I have at laſt gain'd admittance, 
in the midſt of a diabolical confuſion; the cauſe 
of which I cannot gueſs. — This ſuite of rooms 
ſhould lead to the left wing, which my Julia in- 
habits—my Julia l— no, hold good Lon Juan, 
| ſhe is none of your's— that curſed meſſage 
to the Lieutenant Governor l What the 
women ſee in theſe pale-fac'd puppies I 
cannot think I look'd at him, and to my 
mind—he is. a contemptible ill-looking young 
raſcal—an ugly dog. 
A, The is ſpeaking Leonora fleals from Be. 
"hind and taps him on the ſhoulder). 
My Julia !—No, you are not mine ſuppoſe, 
Madam, you overheard what I ſaid of the cox- 
comb who has ſupplanted me.—Aſter ſo lo 
an abſence to find !—Ungrateful e 
may have been deceiv'd;— do, my dear girl, 
tell me, for pity's ſake, tell me why I found 
vou with the Lieutenant-Governor this morn- 
ing !—— Will you not anſwer me? (Leonora 
turns from him.) Come, I do begin tothink you 
are innocent l have been ne 
if you will, without cauſe. | | 
Leonora. (turning from him, in a low voice.) 1 
Signior, Don Garcias. | _ 
Juan. How! b Fo 
Leonora. What is the reaſon, Sir, of your 
intruſion here ? : | 
uan. Don Garcias! 


onora. And what do mean by talkin 
in riddles thus? Nr” bY 
E 2 Juan. 
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Juan. Riddles! why, you will not have the 
barbarity to perſuade me that you do not know 
your Juan? 

Leonora. You, Don Juan! there is ſome 
likeneſs indeed—now I think on it, I took you 
tor Don Juan, this morning—but you ſoon 
perſuaded me to the contrary. | 

Juan. There ſhe has me—then you really 
affect not to know me ? | 

Leonora. Pardon me, Sir——I know you 


very well ; I ſaw you at the Lieutenant-Gover- 
nor's this morning. ; 

Juan. And never before? 

Leonora. Never, upon my honour. 

Juan. Never? | 

Leonora. Never. 

Juan. Will you drive me mad, Julia! then 
Jou nave fiot even 16 10HF às four years ago 
deign'd to liften—to the declaration of that paſ- 
ſion whichy our charms—had—— | 

Leonora. Four years ago |!—O Lud! if ever 
I ſaw you till this morning, may I be branded 
as the moſt faithleſs of my ſex. 

Juan. I take vou at your word 


(Julia opens the cloſet door and he hears her) 


Damnation! what do I ſee— Conceal'd in her 
chamber !—falſe, falſe woman Come 
forth, Sir, or I will tear you from your lurk- 
ing-place—nor rank, nor power ſhall protect 
you Draw, Sir! 
Leonora. Hold, Sir a word: (unveils) he 
tarts back and looks on Julia, who takes off her 
. hat, and makes him a low bow). 
Juan. Am I in my ſenſes ?- \ 
Julia. After your kind ſuſpicions, Sir, I 
| ſuppoſe you will not belive that I made theſe 
Preparations to elope with you ( Juan). 


* 


Juan 


the 


ow 


me 
Ou 
ON 


ly | 


ou 
r- 
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Juan. Pardon! Pardon Julia but the 


Lieutenant-Governor——— 
Leonora. The ugly dog is here, Sir. 


Enter Flora. 


Flora. Where is the Lieutenant-Governor ? 

Juan. (pointing to Leonora, and ſurveying 
Flora attentively) Here——Sir ! 

Flora. Arm! Arm, Sir, directly; I come 
with orders from the Governor to beat to 
arms. 

Leonora. I believe, Don Juan, I muſt ap- 
point you my deputy. | 

Juan. You will do me honour. 

Leonora. My Aid de Camp ſhall attend you; 
Sebaſtian we give the command of the troops to 
Don Juan (to Julia) unleſs, Sir you chuſe. 


ulia. Oh heavens ! not I. 

| Let me firſt conduct you to a place of 
ſafety. 

Leonora. We can be no where more ſafe 
than here? Where is the Governor? 

Flora. At the Town Hall. He went there 
for the purpoſe of examining Don Garcias. 

Leonora. There, Don * when the tu; 
mult has ſubſided, we may meet. 

Juan. Adieu, Madam—till then, my Julia, 
farewell. 


[Exeunt Don Juan and Flora, Leonora and] ulia.] 
SCENE N. 
Enter Don Lopez, Iſcagli, and Secretary. 


Don Lopez. As I'm a Governor, I thought 
they had got my little wild ſquirrel] here—when: 
T heard that tèrrible dog Zempoalla had taken 
a priſoner, I thought. he had laid his claws upon 
thee; but the villain ſhou'd have fought through 

8, the 
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the whole garriſon for thee, I promiſe him. I 
will not truſt thee out of my ſight again Come, 

we will go into the balcony and ſee this Indian 
priſoner. : | 

Iſcagli. Not for worlds! I know too well the 
, Tavage manners of our people—their barbarous 
_ triumphs, even. whilſt I liv'd amongſt them, 
often ſhook my frame with agony—— _ 

Don Lopez. Pooh! Pooh !—they will only 

tickle him a little here ; they will reſerve his 
execution for a bonne-bouche when they get 
home. f | 
Secretary. Had not the Lady better partake 
of the bonne-bouche too? 
Don Lopez. *Gad1 like your feelings, Mr. 
Commiſſary; poiſon and ſtarvation, but no 
blood Manage your wife when you get her, 
and leave me to myſelf. 

Secretary. To be plain with you, Sir, I 
think that will not he in a hurry. 

Don Lopez. How Sir! 

Secretary. Why, Sir, I begin to think that 
this Don Juan is a handſome young fellow of 
quality.—-Now, Sir, though your daughter and 
1 may become of the ſame fleſh, the Pope him- 
ſelf can never make us of the ſame blood. -l 
ſhall be Donna'd out of the play. 

Don Lopez. Well. | 

Secretary. © Were you at Donna Julia's laſt 
night=-Donna Julia is of our party—Oh Sir, 
Pm ſure Donna Julia will ſubſcribe—We had 
a little ſupper at Donna Julia's on Sunday“! — 
then comes this pithy queſtion—** Did you ever 
ſee the wretch her huſband ?”? 

Dan Lopez. Very right. , 

Secretary. I ſhall be her meer night-cap, 
worn for convenience and thrown by on the ap- 
pearance of company; or if by chance detected, 

| ridiculed, 


_ 


bet. Dh 2 8 


ridiculed, commented on, cut-up, and at laſt 
voted incorrigible, and a new one recommended. 
Don Lopez. ** Pray, Sir, with proper ſub- 
miſſion to your high rank and exalted ſituation, 
may I aſk how long you have maintained this 
opinion ? 
Secretary. ** Ever ſince I have ſeen Don Ju- 
Don Lopez (lifting up his cane.) Get out of 
my preſence, you mongrel, you muſhroom, you 
dunghill nettle, get out, or by St. Anthony! 
Secretary. Zounds, Sir, is this treatment for 
a man with an hundred thouſand piſtoles in his 
pocket ? | 
Don Lopez. Raſcal! it vexes me to the ſoul 
that I have ever liſtened to propoſals which re- 
flea ſo much diſgrace upon me— Come my little 
Olive - do go to the balcony juſt. to ſee the ſight. 
Iſcagli. Why will you preſs me to what is ſo 
unpleaſing ? I delight not in ſcenes of miſery. 
Don Lopez. Sure lam a Governor born to be 
diſobey'd. I inſiſt upon your coming with me; 


odds heart, I am almoſt afraid to truſt you out of 


my ſight, LExcunt. 
SCENE V. 


Opens and diſcovers an open place before the town- | 


| hall ſurrounded with palms, plantations, &c. In 
the front of the hall is a grand ſtair-caſe, with a 
* gallery. bh 


Zempoalla, Indians, and Alkmonoak chain'd. 
S O N G. ArxMONOAR. 


The ſun ſets in night, and the ſtars ſhun the d | 
But glory remains when their 1575 fade 3 


Begin, ye tormentors, your threats are in vain, 
For the ſon of Almonoal ſball never complain. 
pin | Rmember 
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Remember the wood where in ambuſh we lay, 
And the ſcalps which we bore from your nation away ; 
When the flame riſes faſt——=youll exult in my pain, 
But the ſon of Alkmonoak ſhall never complain. 


I go to the land where my father is gone, 

His ghoſt ſball rejoice in the fame of his ſon : 

Death comes like a friend, he relieves me from pain, 
And thy fon, O Alkmonoak, has fcorn'd to complain, 


CHORUS of Inv1ans. 


% Where the foreſt deep and dread 

« Mocks the ſun with endleſs ſhade, 

& Save amid the matted twine, 
here the dog-ſnake baſks ſupine ;; 

% Through the gloom unhallow'd where, 
& We mark the ſullen eye-ball glare; 

% As the tiger thwarts our way, 

& Crouching low in cruel play; 

% Where the ſhe-bear licks her Brood; 
% Where the yell, which ſhakes the wood, © 
& Betrays the wolf, with famine gaunt, 
& Lies the hunters dangerous haunt." 


1k INDIAN. 


In his ambuſh, wiſely dark,_ 
Searce diſtinguiſh'd from the bark,. 
As he pee ps beſide a tree, 

Our ruddy painted foe we ſee, 
Hark, he took a deadly aim. 

My comrade falls, revenge is fame: 
Now the tomahawk I throw, 

In vain the Chieftain flies the blow, 
From him, ponting as he lies, 

The ſcalp I bear, the viftor's prize. 
This is war, advance, advance, 
Join the-warricr's glorious dance. 


CHORUS. 


ing 
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'CHORUS. 


This is war, - advance, advance, 
Join the warrior*s glorious dance. 


(4. ar Dance). 


Don Lopez. and Iſcagli appear on the fair-ca 7, 
he dragging her forward, ſhe turns her face 
from the ſtage. | 


Don Lopez; Here they are! here they are! 
do but look, Iſcagli—was ever ſuch a perverſe 
jJade—oh l that I ſhould love a wench With ſuch 
a taſte, -In Europe now they will go fifty miles 
to ſee a man hang'd, and this is worth a hundred 
of it. Odds heart—twiſt that abominable— 


pretty neck this way I inſiſt upon it. 


Iſcagli, (She turns round, and ſees Alkmonoak, 


ſtarts). Sacred powers, my Alkmonoak, | 


Alkmonoak ! 
Alm. Who names Alkmonoak ? ( ſeeing er) 


Ha! Iſcagli. 


Iſcagli. Ve pitying powers! do I exiſt- my 
Lord! my life! my love! ( Ruſbes down the 
ftair- caſe into Alkmonoak's arms.) 

Zemp. Confuſion! what do ſee? 

Iſcagli. Chief! you know me of your tribe. 

Zemp. I do, and claim io 2 

Iſcagli. Hold !—the priſoner of war is at the 
diſpoſal of the woman who ſhall chuſe to reſcue 


him by uniting herſelf to him in marriage—l 


deſire to unite my fate with that of your priſon- 
er, and claim him as my huſband. | 


Don Lopez. Hold! hold! this muſt not be? 
Zemp. It ſhall not, Indians, guard well your 
priſoner ; as to this woman, thus I claim her. 


[Serzing Iſcagli. 
Don 
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Don Lopez. Eh? Hold, zZounds! that muft 
not be neither—heark ye, Chief? 

Zemp. Proceed I ſay. 6 

Alkm. Villains forbear——[ 4s they are 


going off |. 
Enter Don Juan, Flora, and Spanith ſoldiers; 
behind them Leonora and Julia. 


| * Surround thoſe Indians and ſecure 
them. 

Zemp. Where is the other party which I 
ſent to meet us at the gate? | 

Juan. *©* Priſoners as you are,” — unbind 
the captive there, my friend Alkmonoak. 

Alkm. How can I thank thee? twice haſt 
thou given me life—once more than life l See, 
my friend, my lov'd, my loſt Iſcagli. 


Juan Your arms will be reſtor'd to you 


when you quit the town (to Zempoalla). 


Don Lopzz. Your moſt obedient humble 


ſervant, Sir. And pray who the devil are you? 
—ha! Don Juan, I kifs your hand; pray, 
Sir, who commiſſioned you? Who gave you 
command here? ; 

Flora. I, Sir. 
| Don Lopez. You, Sir! and pray where 


Phra. The culprits, Sir, whom you ordered 
down to trial are now approaching. 


Enter Garcias and Fabio in cuſtody. 


Garcias. ** Which is the Governor?“ 

Don Lopez, ** I am, Sir, at your ſervice. 
Egad theſe people don't know a Governor in the 
open air, where every fellow wears his hat. 
You are Don Garcias ? 

Garcias. I am. 

* \ Don 


— 
the 


Don 
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Den Lopez. Don Garcias you have murder'd 


the beauteous Leonora. 
Garcias. I lov'd— but never wrong'd her. 
Don Lopez. .** Well, well, that you'll an- 
ſwer hereafter,” you muſt go priſoner to Spain. 
Juan. Here is a witneſs my Lord, who will 
probably ſave him the trouble of ſo long a jour- 


9 5 Lopez. What, bang 1 directly! *gad- 
I don't know whether it won't be the beſt way. 

Flora. May it not by chance exceed your 
Lordſhip's authority? 

Don Lopez. Where is your commander, Mr. 
Aid-de-Camp ? I'll have your authority ſuper- 
ſeded in a trice. Don Ferdinand—'gad I did not 
ſee you—do you hear all this. 

Fulia. ( Bows with confuſion). 

Don Lopez. What the devil's the matter with 
you, gad now I think of it—how did you leave 
my daughter ? 

Julia. Trembling, leſt ſhe ſhould-prove de- 
ceiv'd in the hope ſhe has cheriſh'd of a father's 
indulgence, (Don Juan takes her hand and they 
kneel to Don Lopez). | 

Don Lopez. Wonder upon wonder take 
her Don Juan, I ſee there's no keeping her from 
you,. —“ beſides I have chang'd my mind ſince 
L laſt ſaw that raſcally Secretary.“ 

Garcias. Juan, you would not mock me in 
this ſituation can you aſſiſt. me? 

Juan. Will your Lair indulge me by ex- 
amining this witneſs ? 

Don Lopez. With all my heart 
have you to ſay, Madam. 
Leonora. (lifts her weil.) ** Don Garcias, do 
you know this face?“ | | 

Garcias. Know it ! 


what 


Leonora. 
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Leonora, Does it betray an heart contaminat- 
ed with the fouleſt crimes ? | 

Garcias. ** It ſhould not Oh Leonora !” 

Leonora. Garcias, on that fatal night when 
we agreed to fly from Valentia, why did you 
not meet us, oppoſite to the South Baſtion ? 

| Garcias. The arguments of my Mooriſh 
flave Sadi, induc'd me to prefer the Weſtern, 
and I ſent you notice of it by him. 

Leonora. Which we never receiv'd. 

_ Garcias. Ha |! I perceive his treachery. 

Leonora. Seduc'd by the arts of this unprin- 
cipled confidant into his power, the hand of Pro- 
vidence alone reſcued me from horrors at the 
bare remembrance of which I ſtill ſhudder.” 

Garcias. Oh Leonora; * my heart beats 
in tumult ; thought crowds on thought, and love, 
predominating love alone, reſcues me from diſ- 
traction, Can you forgive the credulous fool 
who has been the cauſe 

Leonora. Of this moment's inſupportable bliſs 
(ruſbing into his arms ). 

Don Lopez. A plaguy forward witneſs this! 
Gad this is very pretty, but I don't ſee 
what it has to do with the cauſe.” — Where is 
this whimſical Lieutenant-Governor ?—in his 
cuſtody came the priſoner—and I ſhall remand 
him— | 

Leonora. To the ſame cuſtody again from 
which, if he ever eſcapes ! Do not you know 
me, Sir, | 

Don Lopez. What a plague. —Yes, I think I 
do.— Why, damn it, has mine been a petticoat 
government after all? (They confer aſide). 

Fabio. Gad, Mr. Aid-de-Camp, I have 


been looking at you this hour, and I begin to 


ſmell a rat. "I 
Flora. 
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Flora. If you ſuſpe@ but half the truth, my 
friend, you had better make your eſcape— 
« Odds my life I have a great mind to take ad- 
vantage of my cloth, and rid the world of ſuch 
an heurt- breaker (mo Don Garcias) do; Sir; 
lend the miſcreant your ſword. (7e Julia) Sir, 
will ycu be my ſecond? * 
Fabio- Periſh the weapons of war—you 


bave my puniſhment in your hands — - Marry 


me. 1 
Flora. Soft, Mr. Fabio, what's to become 
of your Indian ſpoufe? 4 75 


ö 1 
Fabio. Zounds | my Squaw. I had forgot 


her - but we have parted for ever—ſo you and 
I, now, —eh? | | | | 
| Flora. III reſolve never to ſee you more. 


Fabio. You do—Zounds then Fm. black» 


ball'd on both ſides. K ln 
Don Lopez and Leonora come forward.) 


Don-Lopez. Well, well, this is ſurpriſing, that 
I, “a wiſe. Governor,” ſnhou'd not find you 


out, —Odds my life—I muſt revenge myſelf by 
a hearty buſs.—( Kiſſes Leonora.) | 


Garcias. *©* Don Juan, joy to you - my brave 


Chief, accept my congratulations.” 


Don Lopez. Hold ! hold ! not ſo faſt; I am 


not to loſe my little wild Filbert ſo. 
Leonera. My dear! dear Governor, you are 


too gallant a man to part two Lovers. Come, 


let me plague you for once into a good action.— 


** I ſhall ſcarcely loſe my favour. with the Vice- 


roy by the change in my ſex—I mult write to 


him on the occaſion. I wiſh to ſpeak well of 
you” — Enable me. to ſay that there is at leaſt 
one Governor who has ſacrific'd his paſſions at 


the altar of juſtice. 
A. Don Lopez. Well, then, . 


Zend. 
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Zemp. This, Lord Governor, i is a breach 


| of the treaty between us. 
= Don Lopez. *©* *Tis but forcing you to do 
| that which your laws e. come, 
= Chief, you are an honeſt man, and will ſoon 
| | feel as 1 do, that when the performance of a juſt 
act is in queſtion—compulſion ſelf loſes much 
of its bitter quality—for my part”—TI do—yes—l 
do—give up- for ever—my ſweet dear little 
charming ungrateful Iſcagli. 
Alm. The pureſt incenſe fhall be offered 
up for your proſperity, the fervent vows of two 
guileleſs hearts. Yes, my Iſcagli, even amid 
> that annihilation of earthly cares, that oblivious 
bliſs which crowns ſucceſsful love, we will ſtoop 
to earth: We will fetter the happy ſoul with 
one care, it ſhall be for the Welfare of 0 our Be- 
n efactors. abi: 


e Wr 
IscAGLI. 


Who in abſence long have known 
What it is to ſigh alone, 


1 | As they ſit and faintly trace 
= - Features of a favour'd race. 


LION ON A and JULIA. 


Mat in ſadviciſſitude p 
.- .- Tdle' hopes and doubts to brood, 
Melting now at faith approv'd,. 


2 be now, what 1255 they lod: 
| Rt | — 
RET Gan cis ard J U Nn. 4 


* 
| 1 * The glance but thinly clad in guile, 
= ' "The e laugh, the ſerious ſmile... 


1 ME LAPS | ALKMONOAK- 


* 
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ALKMONOAK. 


Till at the ſlow return of, reaſon, 
They mourn in tears the hated treaſon. 


GARCIAS and JUAN. 


Can alone the rapture tell 


Which bids the thrilling boſom ſwell. 


ALKMONOAK. 
(Rich reward of years of pain) 


When parted lovers meet again. 


CHORUS. 


Then may the day which thus unites 
Tze trueſt votaries to love, 
In chaſten'd mirth and pure delights 
Be bleſt all ther days above. 


THE END. 


— 


